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8 7 Hoe Tragedy of Othello 

I knov thou dift not,thou art fiot fuch a Tillafnc ; 
Spcakcjfor my heart is full. 

I<*g. I cold hi n what I thought, and told no more. 

Then what he found himfelfe was apt and true. 

Em, But did you eucr tell him (he was falfe ? 

Jag. I did. 

Em, You told a lie, an odious damr.ed lie » 

Vpon my foulc a lie, a wicked lie ; 

She falie with Cafiit ; did yaa fay with Cajsio f 

lag. With Cafiio miftrefle ; go to.charme your tongue.’ 
Sm. 1 will not charme my tongue,! am boundtoipcakc'’^ 
My Miftrefle here lies mur^redin her bed. 

AD, Ohheaoens forefend. 

Em. And your reports haue (ec the nourderer on» 

Oth. Nay.ftare not maftcrs,it is true indeed.. 

<^ra, Tisartrangetruth. 
jiiin. O raonftrons aS: 1 
Em. Vi!Iany,villany,villanyj^ 

Ithinkc vpon’t, I thinke, I fmell a villany ; 

I thought fo then ; He kill my felfcfor griefe, 

G villany, villany. 

lag. What are you mad ? I charge you get you home. 
Em. Good Gentlemen let me haue Icaue to fpeake i 
Tis proper I obey him, but not now : 

Perhaps lagOyi will ne’re igoe home. 

Oth, Oh, oil, oh. Oth. falls OH the bid, 

Sm. Nay, lay thee downe,and roarc. 

For thou haft kild the fweeteft innocent. 

That ere did lift vp ey,e. 

Oth, O flic wasifbule : 

I fcarce did know you V nclc, there lies your Niecfj' 

Whofe breath indeed,thefe hands haue newly ftopty 
I know this a& fhewes terrible and grim. 

Gr. Poore am gladthy father^ deadj 
Thy match was mortall to him, and pure griefe 
Shore his old thread in ewaine * did he Hue now, 

This fight would make him doe a dePper ate totne^ 
yica,cnrfc bis b« 6 W 5 AngcU feom his fidf. 
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And fall to reprobation. 

f» Oth. Tispittifull,butyet/4/#knowcs, 

That (he with Cafiiojaii the ad of (hame 
A thoufand times committed; Cafsh confeft it : 

And (he did gratifie hisamorous workes, 

Withthatrccogniiance and pledge of loue, i 

Which I firft gaue her ; I faw it in his hand ; 

Jc was a handkerchiefe,an antique token 
My Father gaue my Mother. 

£»• Obeaucn,Oheaucnly powers. 

/ 4 ^. Corae,hold your peace* 

Em. Twill out,twillout:I hold my peace fir,no. 

He be in fpeaking,Ubcrall as the north ; 
let hcaucn,and men, and dcuUs.let cm all, 

AIUU cry Iharoc againftme,yet lie fpcakc. 
fag. Bcwife,andgetyouhome. 

£m. I will not. 

Cra. Fie,your fword vpon a woman ? 

Sm. O thou dull Moore,tbachandkerchiefe thou fpeakft on» 

I found by fortune, and did giue my husband; 

For often with a folemne carneftncflc, 

(More then indeed belong’d to fuch a trifle>) 

He beg'd of me to fteale it* 
lag. Villainous whore. 

Sm. ShegaueitCi(yiM?no,alasIfound ir, 

And I did giu’c my husband. 

Jag. Filtj),ch^Blteft. 

Sm. By heauen I doe not,! doe not Gentlemen^ ' 

O murderous Coxcombe / what (hould fuch a fooie 
Doe with fo good a woman ? 

T he Moore runs at !sgo. lago l^Us his wife. 

Oth, Aretherenoftonesinheauen, 

But what femes for the thunder ? perfiitious villaine. 

Cra. The woman falls, fure he has kild his w ife, 

Em, l,r,0 lay me by my miftrefle fide. * Exit laga 
Cra. Hce's go«e>buc his wife's kild. 

Mon. Tis a notorious villaine, take your weapon, 
yyhich I haue here rccoucrcd from the Moore I 
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